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sort. Morning brought young Pontus to the Palace, sweetly
oondolent, his girlish eyes tender with compassion at King
Gustav's injury. He did not know that Liljensparre was
already on his track, had already traced a somewhat insolent
pencil note to young Pontus. But it had been a warning of sorts,
sign of last-minute repentance. Young Pontus owed his life to
it, and to the King's clemency, though no man could tell what
kind of life a man can lead in exile, having done what he had
done. "You know," whispered Gustav, when he had un-
willingly heard the name, "you know that Pontus was living
on what I gave him from my private purse?"

The days went by. Secretary Schroderheim sat by the
bedside writing, writing, as the King dictated. The thousand
threads must be gathered up somehow, tied in some kind of
knot. King Gustav spoke cheerfully, planned excursions for
his convalescence, took hearty meals and talked incessantly as
he ate and drank. But at night he lay asking for the time
beneath that ever-ticking clock. But he knew now, watching
the shadows dance upon his ceiling, that if he escaped death it
would be by some kind of miracle. He was used to miracles,
having worked many in his life: but he knew that a time must
come for Keaiity to conquer the strongest Imagination, for the
cold tenacity of Fact to put to flight a thousand squadrons of
Fancy, victorious through forty years of splendour and
success.

He was a good patient, an amazing one so far as courage was
concerned. Only when his wound began to gangrene, and the
stench of it to assail him at every hour, he must have perfume
poured on himself and his bed in frequent and copious
libations. Only when the cold grew unbearable he must call
Schroderheim to him and whisper that if he did die, it would be
of pleurisy or pneumonia, hardly hastened by the assassin's
pistol.

He was still insistent for mercy, for oblivion upon his
murderers' names. When Duke Carl came again, he grew
feverish in his instruction that his little son must never hear
them. "If he is to rule Sweden, if he is to be Gustav IV," he
said, "he must not have hatred and vengeance planted in his
mind before he grows to manhood."